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VASANT MATA ! WE ACCLAIM THEE! 


The metre used in this poem approximates as 
closely as possible to that oi the national epic of Fin¬ 
land— Kalevala, the subject and metre of which largely 
inspired Longfellow for his " Song of Hiawatha / 4 



BIRTHDAY GREETINGS 


On the occasion of my birthday, December 1st, when 
I receive so many blessings and so much affection, 
I feel the desire to offer grateful thanks. I do so on 
this birthday by offering a token of the heartfelt 
reverence, affection and devotion which I placed at 
the feet of my spiritual Mother, Dr. Annie Besant, on 
the occasion of her own great birthday, October 1st, 
1940. I could not rejoice in a more beautiful birthday 
than one full of remembrance of her on my own part 
and of invoking remembrance in many others. 

G.S.A. 
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RIGHTLY shone 
the Star of Greatness 
O'er the birth morn of a woman 
Set apart in times far distant, 

Consecrated through the ages, 

To be Messenger most puissant 
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From the Heav'n of Saints and Rishis 
To the earth of struggling creatures. 

★ 

Once again her Teachers called her, 

As in past times They had called her, 
To be warrior for Right's sake 
To be herald of the new world. 

★ 

Woman had she been aforetime, 

Also man, as need demanded — 

Ever warrior for Right*s sake, 
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Ever true to Those who sent her. 

★ 

Now once more in time* fast dark'ning 
Came the battle-strengthened hero, 
Womanhood the jewelled setting 
For a soul in which were blended 
Perfect womanhood and manhood. 

★ 

Brightly shone the Star of Greatness 
O'er the birth morn of this great one, 
O'er her head it ever rested 
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Lighting her through storm and dark¬ 
ness 

Ever heart'ning her in conflict. 

Ever leading her to triumph 
Though the world might deem her routed. 

★ 

To her youth came great remembrance 
Oi her age-old dedication 
To the aid of all who suffer, 

To the aid of all the helpless, 

And to Truth, before whose altar 

Ceaselessly she worshipped—faithful, 
Following where'er Truth led her. 
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So from peaceful childhood's vigil 

Passed she onwards to her knighthood. 

★ 

Storms and strife soon raged about her, 
Wrong soon saw in her its master, 
Justice saw in her its champion, 

Suffering cried out rejoicing, 
Helplessness regained its courage. 

★ 

Thus the glory of a new world 
Sparkled in its early dawning, 
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Though there were still clouds to gather 
And to darken the horizon. 


★ 

Fearlessly this knightly woman 

Challenged Wrong to mortal combat. 
Fearlessly she sought out evil, 

Faced it in its ruthless strongholds, 
Snatched its victims from its clutches, 
Hurled defiance at its vengeance 
As it sought to blast her honour 
And her happiness and future. 

★ 
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Persecution dogged her footsteps. 

At her heels barked dogs of malice. 
Round about her evil gossip 

Wove its hideous-patterned shadows. 
But no weakling knighthood was hers, 

Not half-fledged her knightly powers, 
In a hundred battles had she 

Won the golden spurs of knighthood. 

★ 

So she stood a mighty figure, 

Dauntless, calm, clear-eyed, resistless, 
Shining in her Starlight's brightness, 

Strong with lion's strength and courage, 
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Chivalrous in fiercest battle. 


★ 

Thus again the ringing answer 

Rose from earth to heights of heaven — 
Answer in most splendid actions 
To the Call of Saints and Rishis. 

★ 

So the blessed time was coming 

— For she knew not yet the Callers — 
When a Great One would acclaim her 
And reveal to her His Presence. 
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So the blessed time was coming 
When an ecstasy most blissful 
Was to bring to her remembrance 
Of the mighty days aforetime 
When she was His soldier valiant, 

Living, dying, ever steadfast, 

Giving Him her rev'rent friendship. 

★ 

Now again, His son most worthy, 

Soldier, friend and son most perfect, 

As before His trusted comrade: 

Thus she knew the tie which linked her 
To her General and Master 
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Would remain for aye unbroken. 

★ 

Oh ! The rapture of that knowledge! 

Oh ! The ecstasy eternal 1 
Radiant shone her Star of Greatness, 
Shining more and more in glory. 

★ 

With His triumph Flag before her, 
'Neath the Oriflamme of Vict'ry, 
Gave she battle after battle 

For the suffering and helpless. 
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For the Light against the darkness, 

For the Truth against all falsehood, 

For right Freedom and due Justice. 

★ 

Splendid knighthood grew more splendid 
Till it flowered into Kingship. 

And her Crown became resplendent 
With the Jewels she had garnered, 
Cherished, brightened, through the ages. 

★ 

Mother, Warrior and Statesman, 
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Follower of Truth at all costs, 

Lord of Chivalry and Courage, 

Trusted servant of her Guru : 

These the Jewels of her Crowning, 

These her gifts to all her brethren 
In the kingdoms she had conquered, 
Human and sub-human kingdoms. 

★ 

From the summit of the Mountain 

Where all Kings are crowned in glory, 
Stood she forth in royal greatness, 

Gazed she forth with eyes made sacred. 
Stretched she forth her hands anointed, 
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Blessing all the worlds beneath her, 
Calling them to tread the Pathway 
Which her feet for long had trodden, 
Which the Mighty had made holy, 

And the end of which is Kingship. 

★ 

We who still this Path are treading 
Lift to her our eyes in homage, 

Give her grateful adoration, 

Pledge our loyalty forever, 

Pledge our true and faithful service. 

★ 
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Vasant Mata! We acclaim thee: 

Mother, Teacher, Leader, Guru. 
Once again we stand before thee 

Pledging thee our heart's devotion. 
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